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gloried in the knowledge that He had been sent to separate
husband from wife, and children from those who had brought
them into the world."

"You can't compare yourself to God."

"Am I not God's image in your eyes* Is it not to me that you
owe your taste for a certain kind of perfection?" (But here the
doctor would break off: 'Better keep metaphysics out of it')

"But what about your position, your patients, the career of
beneficent activity which you have built up? Think of the
scandal. . . ."

"If I were to die they would have to do without me. No one
is indispensable. And when I say die, I mean die, Maria. For I
shall set the equivalent of death between me and the wretched
hermit existence, so full of grinding labour, which I have been
leading. With you I shall be reborn. What money belongs to
my wife she shall keep. I can make enough for our needs. I have
been offered a professorship in Algiers, another in Santiago... .
I will hand over to my children what I have managed to save
ujjo date,"

The imagined scene had reached this point when the carriage
stopped at the hospital. With his thoughts still far away, the
doctor passed through the door. His eyes were the eyes of a man
who is just emerging from some mysterious enchantment. As
soon as his rounds were finished he returned to his day-dreaming,
driven on by a secret hunger, saying to himself: 1 am quite
mad ... all the same... / Among his colleagues there were
men, he realized, who had made dreams like that come true.
To be sure, their undisciplined lives had done something to
prepare public opinion for the scandal of their b^eak with the
proprieties, whereas it was the opinion of the whole town that
Doctor Courages was a saint. But what of that? It was just
because he had got this reputation without wanting it that it
would be such a relief to shed the tiresome load. Once free of
it, he would no longer have to spend his time urging Maria
Cross to act nobly, or in giving her edifying lectures. He would